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THE FIRST QUARREL.

* Bo this Is tho end, after all, s 117
You were flse from the first | sappose?
Bul ' wiser at loast frow this visit—
I was u fool to propose!

* Just think of all that you've told mol—
o And which fillod me with Mnito bilg—
And now at a distanco you bold mp,
And retusc (o give me one kiss! "

Thus we stood by the gato through the twi

lht,
Aud I commencid to noouse hor againg
When | gaw tears in her eyes in tho moon
light, ®
Aund her face grew saddened with pain,

* Oh why will you gquaryel snd donbgme?
I've not chavged in the slightest, my
deay!"

Aund then she tromulously snid that without

me p
Existonce for her would be drear,

* But, Indeed, Toan't kiss you," she plended,

" 1'm sorry, but don't nsk we, I pray—
You must knowi'—thon n step sho rocoded -
* 1 hve caten six onlons to-day ! "'
=Teras S{'lings.
—-  —

WHITE ROSES.

Thelr Agenoy in Making Two Lov-
ing Hearts Happy.

“Something over a year ago,’ says

a New York florist, “a young man,
who was a stranger to me, came into
my store and asked for a sipgle white
rose. He wanted, he said, the finest
one I had in the store. He was very
careful in salecting it, but tinally found
one with a long stem and n few green
lenves that seemed tosnit.  He wanted
it sent to a young lady on Murray Hill,
whose address he gave me. Well,
when he mentioned the name 1 could
have given him the address, for her
folks were good customers of mine.
He told me that he wanted me to save
him a white rose, the finest I conld get,
every day until further orders, Well,
he used to eome in every afterncon at
about five o'clock, rain or shine, call
for his rose, and see that it was prop-
erly direeted and sent off to the young
lady on Murray Hill. After awhile [
began to take an interest In the young
man, ulthough for a long time I didn't
even know his name, for he never men-
tioned it, nor did he ever send his eard
with the rose. The yonng lady used
te come into the store quite often with
her mother and sister, and I was at her
houge frequently, for they entertained,
and I always did the decorating, but
I never saw the young man there
*One thing I began to notice after
awhile, and that was that the young
Iady, whenover she went out of an
evening, whether to a party orgo s
priaT O alWhys woré a
hite rose, and it didn't take me | very
ong to make up my mind, whenever [
happened to see her, that the rosh she
was wearing at that identical moment
\ad left my store at about five o'¢lock
aat vory afternoon.  The first time I

1 i

noticed this was at the opera, whisre I

o whenevor I can.  She was in (a box
ith her family, in full dress, bt the
puly flower she wore was o large white
rose. After awbile who should' I dis-
covor, sitting a little distanee W ad-
vanee of me, but the sclf-same young
man whose face had become so familiar
tome asmy daily customer, who al-
ways bought a single white rose, Was
he listening to the music? Was he
paying any attention to what was
transpiring on the stage® Not a bit'of
it. He evidently didn't sume there for
that purpose, He was looking all the
time at that white roso or the wearer,
probably.the latter. I don’t beliovo he
knew there was another person in the
house. And I didn't blame him very
munh.._tnr shio was  picture. To my
eyes, and no goubt to his, she was the
handsomest il in the house that night;
and thal was saying & good deal, for
there were sorke of the best people in
York present. The next day he

Sl into NgLston a1l and as I

in a business way, but I nevér Saw him
there, nor up to that time had I ever
scen them together. Ome day who
should come in here ag@ about five
o'clock but the young Iady and her
mother, and they hadn't been in here
five minutes before the y man en-
tered. He walked past them®nd came
up here by the desk. They both saw
him, but not 8 word nor a bow passed
between either of the three. I noticed
this, and was puzzled by it, for, #inks
1. of course the young lady must know
who sends her the roses, or she
wouldn't wear them. ~ But I saw somp+
thing very soom which set my mind af
rest on that point. .The mother and
danghter were whits
and the g picked one ont of
the and held it in her hand.
thelr purchase, snd

as she tursed to follow her mother oat, +

the girl gave » hasty gianoe in the di-
yegtion of the young

and :
the violet on p.p.“um

out. It wam't many

before five o'clock, and the young man
followed directly after.

“*Therg was no doubt about their be
ing nequainted this time, for they at once
began to talk in the most earnest man-
ner. Ieouldn’t help looking at them
occnsionally, for, to tell the truth, I
was beginning to take quite a lively in-
tevest in the young persons nnd their
love affgir.  The young man- did moat
of the talking, aud, from his manner,
I thought he seemed to be urging
something upon the young woman
which she was ruther loath to accede
to. They talked all of half an hour,
and then went ont together, the young
man not even slopping for his rose,
although he eame back for it presently.
Well, very soon after that I got my
order for the wedding, and before it
took place I got the facts of the case,
Itseems the young mun was n lawyer
in & neighboring eity. He had just
been admitted to the bar when the
young Iady went to visit friends in his
city. They met. He had a little
money, but not much, and was begin-
ning his fight in life. Her father was
a wealthy New York merchant. The
first timo the young man saw her she
wore a single whité rose, and from this
habit of hers he came to call her the
lady of the white rose.” Well, he fell
over head and ears in Jove with her,
and I guess she did about the same,
but when her parents found it out
they put a stop to it at onee. They
didn’t propose to have a daughter of
theirs marry an unknown lawyer with-
out money or clients. 1 guess there
was n pretty lively time over it, for the
young lady had a will of her own, bhut
ghe finally promised not to marry with-
out their consent, and farther agreed
not to see the young man or to corre-
spond with him. Well, she kept that
promise until she met him in my store.

“But the lover didn't propose to give
it up in that way, and so what does he
do but come to New York and get into
a good lawyer's'office in this city and
go to work. The only thing that passed
between them was that white rose, Her
mother soon suspected who sent them,
but on that point her authority was of
no avail. The danghter was obedient
in everything aclse, but she drew the
line at white roses. The lover usod to
write to her, but she never replied to
his letters; she wore his roses, how-
aver, and this cncouragement kept his
love alive. Finally, the day she
dropped the white violet he wrote,
asking her to come to the store the
next day, and she came, us I have told
you. He told her that he was making
jggood-progeess in his profession, hnd
enough o support a wife in a respect.
able way, and urged her to marry him,
with the consent of her parents if pos-
sible, without it if not. She finally
consented, went home and told her
folks that she had seen the young maun
and had promiised to marry him, Then
there was a scene, but it didn't change
her a bit. She persisted in declaring
that she would marry him any way.
Well, when her parents found that
they couldn't move her they began to
be a little more reasonable, The father
finally said he would make some in-
quiries, and upon that understanding
the daughter promised not to take any
immediate steps toward carrying out
her matrimonial intentions.

“The result of the inguiries must
have been satisfactory, for in & short
time the ongagement was announced,
and not very long after the wedding
oceurred.'—N. ¥. Sun.

——
WELL PAID.
A Duelist Recsives One Thousand Dollars
for a Miare Rhot.

“We had," sald one of the crowd,
“one of the -funniest duels I ever saw
gt college. It was a put-up job, of
pourse. The pistols were not loaded

ith ball, but the duelists did not know
that. They stood up like men, appar-

ntly, but one of them got so nervous
at he fired before the word was
ven. That placed him at the mercy
his opponent, who was a poor devil

d rather shrewd. As soon as the

ol went off the individual whao fired
ot utterly seared. The other stood
n and determined, and proceeded to
o Jeisurely aim.
Don't shoot!" yelled the vietim.
“pin't shoot!”
A1 believe it is my turn, isn't it?" he
and turmed to the seconds.
course it is; goahead.” And he
covered his man.

on! Hold on! I'll give you
five hundred dollars if you won't
m‘!

J4¢Tain't enough."

. “For Heaven's sake.
hundred and fifty dollars.”

_ The man with the pistol sneered and
eoverad him once more.

sHow much will you takel"

“*A thoussnd dollars.”
| “T'll give it. Put that ecursed thing
down.”

And he paid his little thousand dol
| lnes. — San Francisco Chronicle.

|

—— A

~S8oma Ohio men on returming from

8 visit to Mexico to examine some
mines, were telling old Ben Wade, the
Oongressman, about the charms of the
eountry, itx sofl, elimate, rich mines,
ote., and finally said: “All it needs is
water and good compsay.'” “ Humph,"
nted the old gentleman, * that's Sl
lower regions mneed." —Cleveland

I'll give seven

KISMET.

P
Warranted Not to Be Translated from the
Arable.

This world i¢ full of disappoint-
ments,

The dog sleeps all day and barks all
night,

Kent-day reaches you in less than no
time, while it seems as though pay-day
would never arrive.

When you invite company to spend
a few days with you, the cook becomes
offended at some trifle and leaves,

The robin sings three or four months
in the year; but the Shanghai crows
you out of . your dreams all the year

Jound.

The man with one eye wears a pair
of: spectacles, and the man with two
eyer wears a single-barreled eye-glass,

When you want to wake early, you
oversleep yourself; und when you have
nothing to do but sleep, you lie awake
all night.

When you want to eatch a train, the
wind blows your hat off, and always
blows itin ll‘,:e direction opposite to that
of the station.

Your dog flies down the path and
tears your deavest friend to tatters;
but when a burglar breaks into the
house, the dog is chained up in the
barn.

It is just after breaking your back to
put s patent-leather shine on your
shoes that you aceidentally step into a
puddle up to your ankles.

The poor blind man lives in the
country, where there is beautiful scen-
ery; and the man who can see a five
dollar bill twenty yards off, behind a
stump, works in a coal mine.

If you perform an aet of charity, it
is never known.  If you are guilty of a
misdemonnor, it is known in the col-
umns of every newspaper, and your
name is not spelled wrong.

The dove coos ils duleet notes away
off in the waoods: but the peacock lots
off it« rasping shriek, which always
suggests a rat-tall file, right under your
window before you are half awake.

When it is pouring rain, your nm-
brella is not to be found anywhere in
the house; but during & drought it is in
throe or four rooms at a time, and you
have to pick your steps to keep from
falling overit.

You are usually impecunious on a
holiday; but when you have to work
all day iong and nearly half the night,
you think of the riotous enjoyment you
could purchase with your money if you
only had the time.

The man that owes you money drops
into oblivion until the debt is forgotien;
but the man yon owe appears at every
gathering you attend, and you are
finally driven to paying him in order
that you may see less of him.

If vonr great-grundfather helped
sign the Declavation of Independence,
no oneis aware of it unless you tell
them; bub if your great-grandfather
wak hung, you can't get into a war of
words without having it thrown up to
you, I

You nover remember that youn have
left your watch under your pillow on
the top floor until yon reach the side-
wall, and itis not until you reach the
top floor at night that you recollect
that you either left the front door open
or unlocked.—Iuck,

———

AUNT CLARA BROWN.

The First Womnan to Cross the Groest
Awmerioan Desert.

“Aunt" Clara Brown, formerly a
slave, who is crodited with being the
first woman to cross the pliins into
Colorado, died here at her home on
Arapahoe stroet. She was the only
female member of the Colorado Pion-
eers’ Associntion, and was the pet of
that body, numbering over four hun-
dred people.  Aunt Clara Brown was
upwards of eighty-three years of age.
She remembered the outhreak of the
war in 1812 well, and was a half-grown
girl at that time. In her youth she
was owned by a planter in Logan
County, Ky., who sold her to some one
who emigrated to Kansas, where she
managed to oblain her freedom, and
started with a wagon-train to Colorado.
She had no money with which to pay
her passage, and so acted as cook in
order to pay for her transportation.
The wagon-train arrived at Denver in
1859, having encountered some eight
bundred Indians on the way. Aunt
Clara was never afraid of the Indians,
as ghe had Indian blood in her veins,
her grandparents having been sav-
ages. She was a born philanthropist,
and when President Lincoln set the ne-
groes free sho took der savings and
journoyed to Kentucky for her people.
Later she retnrned with twenty-six
members of her family, men and wo-
men, for all of whom she paid full
wagon fare, and who have long since
married and intermaiiied until they
and their descendants form a notable
part of dBegolored community in Colo-
rado. Aunt Clara’s husband and chil-
dren were sold away from her long be-
fore the war. The children were in their
infagey. Two years ago Aunt Clara
hoard that one of ber slave-sold dsugh-
ters was living at Council Bluffs, Ia,
and she gathered enough money by
hard labor to take her to Council Bluffs.

she met her daughter, from
whom she had been separated forty
yoars, and brought her back to Denver
with bar. The long-lost daughter was
the sole comfort of Aunt Clara's de-

engaged in numeross noble charities,
wirued ber home into a bospital, a hotel

v

elining days. In an early day she was | ber, in rage, exolsimed: It cun not
be cut shorter, for every hair on ,O“Ei
L

l

and general rofuge for those who were
sick or in poverty. If those who made
hier home their home were able to pay
her for what they reccived she nccepted
it; it not, it did not matter. At ong
time she acenmulated a large amount
of property, but lost it all through the
scheming of her agents.—Denver News
—l

CHESTNUTS.
How a Skilled Cook May Make Them
Avallable In Many Ways.

Why not make a meal of chestnuts?

There have been feasts known where
the whole bill of fare was composed of
the same viand differently prepared.

Unlike the walnut, the chestnutlends
itself readily to the treatment ,of a
skilled cook, and may be made avail-
able in many different ways for refined
tastes.

To begin with, thenp few soups are
more palatable than chestnut soup,
served with frittered peas, and,
although this can scarcely be looked
upon a8 & novelty, how seldom do we
meet with it?

Agnin, with regard to the fish conrse,
for those who usually partake of pota-
toes with it, would it not be pleasant Lo
find a dish of plainly boiled chestnuts,
shelled and salted?

No one, of course, is ignorant of that
noble dish—turkey stuffed with chest-
nuts.  For cooking and serving a dish
like this, the highest enlinary authoyi-
ties should be eonsulted, and their di-
rections followed Lo the lettor.

Puree of chestnuts may well take
the place of potatoes. For an enfree
chestnuts and mushrooms would be &n
sceeptable and pleasing variety, and
would afford opportunity for the exer-
ciso of some experimental ingenuity.

The sume may be said of veal and
chestnut patties, with n due seasoning
of ierbs. For the “swoet course” in a
feast of chestnuts we have to fall back
upon chestnut erenm, while stewed
chestnuts, with earamel of a bright
brown color, makes a pretty contrast.

In our humble judgment the only
process of roasting chestnuts is to doso
on & broad, perforated pan or shovel
on the top of u clear coal or coke fire—
just, indeed, as they are cooked in the
streets, and where, if we try them, we
generally admit they arc betigr than
anywhere else; better, we maintain,
simply because they are really roasted
and not boiled previously, for the nuts
themselves are not generally of so ex-
cellent o quality as those we find on
our own tables. To roast them thor-
oughly throngh, and not to scorch and
blacken the outer portion, it is neces-
sary to pay them great attention, con-
stantly turning them with the fingers
or tongs, and this, of conrse, takes
time. As a rule a chestnut can not be
too large, and when the season is a
prplific one these are not diffienlt to
meet with, while very few are absos
lutely bad.—N. ¥. Herald.

——— e —————

A NOBLE FOWL.

Coneclse and Instructive History of the
Boarding-House Turkey.

The origin of the noble fowl of which
I write is shronded in mystery; I look
through my tears on the misty veil of
the past and endeavor to trace back
the history of the unfortunate bird, but
in¥ain; history does mot run back far
enough.

One of the boarders who endeavored
to eat it, and who is now confined in a
private mad-house, stated in one of his
lucid intervals that it was the first one
turned out by the manufactory.

Burdened by ita years, and reflecting
upon the grim part when it sufferede
with Noah upon Ararat, the turkey
seemed to welcome death, and it was
disposed of as‘rapidly as possible. The
hatchet with which it was killed has
lost its edge.

When it had been stuffed with what
ever fragments of leather belting anc
tarred rope the landlady could find
and had been baked to adelieftte brown
it was placed upon the table. 1 under
took to carve it.

The mills of the gods grind slowly,
but they get there ali the same.

After the first furious assault, I ob.
served that the boarders appeared hart
and disconcerted, as they wiped the
gravy out of their eyes and hair, and I
commenced to look for the turkey,
which had glanced from under the
knife.

After a long and arduous search, I
found it hanging on the pump in the

yard, with pieces of glass and sash
clinging toit, where it sailed through
the window,

I bad a foreboding of evil; a pre
sentiment that the future had naught
but misfortune in store for me, yet I
carried the fow] back with a stony
glare in my eyes, and a resolve in my
heart to sell my life as dearly as pos-
sible.

But why prolong this hideous scene?
Why add horror upon horror's head?
The blinding tears come to my eyes as
I think of those who gathered about
that festive board, and were carried
away with their reason totisring upon
its throne.

The turkey was turned over a
saddle manufacturer. who has .
made an assignment.— Walt !aa% in
Whip. =

—A gentleman having his hair cuf,
and being annoyed with the operator’s
stories, in the middle of each he
said: “Cutit short.” At Inst the bar-

head is off,"—N. ¥. Ledger.

FULL OF FUN

—Teacher—"“What does sea-water
contain besides the sodium-chloride
that we have mentioned?' Pupil—
“Fish.""—Golden Days.

-—An English soldier being asked it
he met with much hospitality while he
wad in Ireland, replied that he did; he
was in the hospital nearly all the time
he was there.

—Man's Sole Support.—

Take It first and Last und awl together

You'll ind thers's nothing equals leather;

For ever sinee the age of Lan,

It's beon the sole support of man.

—A green young man having told
his sister that he thought a certain
young lady loved him, the following
dialogue ensued: Sister—"*Why do
you think she loves you?' Brother—
“Because she smiled on me."  Sister—
“What an absurd idea! Why, I've seen
her smile many o time at monkeys."'—
Hichange.

—*Ponsonby, my horse got awny
from me last night. It is worrying me
not a little.””  “You don't know where
he “No."  “It's queer, One
would  surely think  that somg
traces—"" “Oh, we found the traces
and the rest of the harness. It's the
horse that I'm anxious about."'—Hart-
fard Courant,

is?"'

—A paper gives an account of a so-
ciety event, and in speaking. of one
beautiful lady of quite large propor-
tions, it said: “*Mrs. Smith possessed
a form that Juno might envy.” 'The
editor went home and left a subordi-
nate to get out the paper, and the next
morning he read in his paper that
“Mis. Smith possessed a form that Jume
bo might envy." —Philadclphia Call,

—Poor Augustus Pilkins always says
the wrong thing. The other evening
Miss Angelina Sydenham, in speaking
of amateur theatrieals, remarked: “I
really don’t think that anything could
induce me to take part agnin in theat
ricals,. When 1 am on the stage I al-
ways feel as though I were making a
fool of myself."—Whereupon Pilkins
exclaimed:  “Ob, everybody thinke
that, Miss Angeling.'

—A Detroit woman was wading
aeross the mud on Woodward avenue
when a buteher cart: came along and
splashed her from bonnet to shoes. A
pedestrian who witnessed the aceident
pulled ont his handkerchief and snid:
“Beg pardon, but let me wipe some it
off.,”  ©0! thanks!" she replied; *but
never mind the mud. If you feel it
your duty to do something in the case,
plesse mention some of the leading
cuss-words now in use!" —Dolroit Free

Press.
—— — b —— -

ITEMS OF INTEREST

—A California farmer sent twenty-
cight tons of mustard seed to New York
in a single shipment.

—Red lamps in Scoteh cities indi-
cate at night that drop-letter boxes arve
attached to the posts.

—The Atlanta Constitution thinks
that n man who eats five square meals
n day should be called & grubwump.

—There are four things for which
Savannah is famous — sand, shade
trees, charities and hospitality. — Sa-
vannah (Ua.) Nows.

—A scientific journal in Englani es-
timates that it would take n eapital of
85,000,000,000 to successfully divert
the vast power of Niagara Falls to nse-
ful purposes.

—Two women in Florence, Kan., ate
arsenio lately under the impression that
it would improve their complexion. It
didn't, and it was only by prompt med-
ical aid that their lives were saved.

~In the museum of the Ordnance
Bureau at Washingtomie the_stumyp of
an oak tree, three feet in  dinmetdrd
which was completely eut down by the
bullets of the opposing armies at Spott.
sylvania Court House.

—With most people, says a sensible
writer, the want of a well defined
system or method is one of their chief
causes of their getting behind hand
with their work. A systematic method
of working combined with indusiry,
will complete n vast amount of work
in u day and finish it with ease; but
without system and application. the
worker may be in acontinual rush, and
yet accomplish little.— Seicntific Amers
ican.

—Thomas Stevens, the bicyeler, in
the story of his ride throngh the Balkan
Mountains, gives a description of a
gnm monument to Turkish valor in
the shape of a square stone structure
erccted some forty years ago near
Niseh. The whole exterior wus faced
with grinning rows of Servian skulls
partially imbedded in mortar. The
Servians have since removed the skulls
of their dead comrades and buried
them, but the rows of indentations in
the mortared surface yet remain to tel)
the story.

~The most extensive cabbage farm
in the world is near Chicago. [t con-
sists of 190 acres in the “cabbage dise
trict,” as it is ealled, which comprisos
2,500 acres of rich heavy soil, expecial-
Iy adapted to eabbage culture. Tt re-
guires 1,114,000 plants to set the 190
acres, and, counting those used in re-
setting, 20,000,000 for the whole dis-
trict under cultivation. The bulk of
the erop is sent South in box-cars te
supply & demand which exists after
the consumption of the Southern erop,
which, owing to the climate, can oot

be stored for future use.— (hcago Mal

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS. |

A DOLL'S COMPLAINT.

" Oh, dear! my poor heart is broken;

My little mistreds, Miss Polly,

Has left me here in the dark nloney
For the sake of another dolly,

Bhe only caune yesterday —
Miss Florn Luella Prance,

With long, blonde curls thal are filse, 1

know,

And & trunkiul of clothes from Franee

“'8ach a beanty ! cvied little Miss Polly,

*To bold her 'm aimost afraid;

This darling shall bo the lady now,
And Pauline shiall bo hor mnid,*

1 know 1 am old nnd feoble,
And my cyes are no longey brights

But to make me wiit on Miss Flors,
I don't think 18 really right.

“T1 hide back hers In the elosete

1t is dark aud dusty, [ know:

But my misteess will never ol me,
If she huots for mo bigh and low.

She will wish sho had treated me kKinder—
To fnd me I'll not give her a chanee,

For 1'd rather stay here all the vest of my

days

Thun to walt on Miss Flora from France!"

= Ella Randall, i Golden Days.
—_— - e

ONE DAY MORE.
The Present Is Ihr._;iu_w In Which to Be
Loving and Kind to One Anolhor.

“One more day in which to be loving
and kind to each other," said Aunt
Emily. *At least we may hope so
when we goe & bright, beantiful day
opening before ns ™

“Only one, Aunt Emily!
you say that?"

“I do not say only one, dears. 1
trust that we may all have many days
and many more in which to make each
other happy.  Bat we are not sure of o
ll;l)‘ or even an hour, you know, so I
think we all have need to remember to
show our loving kindness while we
have time."

Molly and Ruth and Nan looked a
little conscious, wondering if Aunt
Emily conld have observed how ready
they were to quarrel over tnfles, and
how little inclined to give np to each
ather

“1 was led to think of this,” said
Aunt Emily, “by remembering some.
thing which took place on this day a
number of years ago, in my little girl-
hood."

“*Do tell us about it, Aunt Emily,"
gaitl the three, guthering about her to
10 listen.

“I do not know," she began, *“thal
my little sisters and 1 gquarrelod more
than other little sisters do, but it was
sadd and unnecessary that we should
have gquarreled at all. Looking at it
as 1 do now, I can not understand how
we could have tuken pleasure in dis-
obliging each other, in speaking angry
words, in earing nothing for each oth.
er's comfort, kecping up an slmost
eonstant state of arritation, when we
might have lived in the sanshine of
loving words and deeds.

Why do

My mother used to talk very seri-
ously to us sbout it. ‘You think little
of it ns the days go by, she would say,
‘ht if God should see fit to take one of
you away you would all yonr lives feel
the bitterness of the sting left by the
memory of past unkindness.’

It is said that most people have to
learn by expoerionee—a  greal  pity,
surely, if it is true. For how much
batter off we should all be if we wounld
learn lessons from those who have suf-
fered, instend of waiting until the same
hard lesson has come to us. [ think,
however, there are some children who,
happily for them, are wise enough to
profit by good advice, but my sisters
and I were not of that number, for
as far as I can remember, we kept
on much the same in spite of all
mother's talk. And when, at last, the
experience  did ecome, it hitter
enough.

“A pienie was in progress to which
we had all boen looking forward for
gome time. But as the day, this day
years ago, drew near some little ail-
ment seized me which led my mother
to think it best for me io stay at home.
It was a great disappuintment, and 1
am gorry to say that I bore it very bad-
ly. 1 have sometimes thought sinece
that God sends these small trinls upon
us to give us opportunily to show u
spirit of patience and submission, but 1
could not have thought so then, for 1
made myself a trial to every one who
was so unfortunate as to be obliged to
come near me by my compluints and
wy ill-temper.

“Mother gave up her share in the
day's pleasure to remain with me, and
1 was sure of having everything to help
me through the day at home, but [ chose
to consider myself sadly ill-used and
was probably a little crosser even than
usual. The company were going in
open carriages, and at the last moment
my little sister Marian came running (o
me.

**Oh, Emily, I ean't find my sun um-
brells. Won't you lend me yours? I'm
sorry enough you can’t go 1o useil
yourself, you poor dear!

“iNo, [ won't,” 1 snarled. *You're
the most careless girl in the world—al-
ways losing your things. You'd be
sure to lose mine.”

* Oh no, I wouldn't. Please, Emily!
The sun is going to be so hot.”

“ can't help that. You'd better
learn to be more carcful of your things.'

“«Come, Marian,” they ealled from
outside, and she ran awsy. As 1
watched them until they were out of
sight the last thing 1 could see through
the branches of the trees was Marian's
little hand waving a good-bye to me,
and conld not help fecling, oo late, s
toach of self-reproach for my unkind-
ness.
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“put 1 forgot all about it until late
in the day there came & message in
haste, and mother's face grew white as
she heard it

“iAn accident! Some are hurt and
I must go ot once,” Before I had time

wait for o dreadful hour before the
members of the pleasure party cane—
but not all—to tell me.

“The horses attached to one of the
carringes had taken fright and run
away, finally overturning the earriage
and throwing all who were in it out
upon the hard, graveled road. Our
little Marian was one of them, and no
one as yot knew whother sho would
life or die.

“Qh, if I conld tell you what I suf-
fered. How I wandered about by day
and lay awake at night, remembering
ull my unkindnesses to my little sister;
sud thinking almost wildly, if I conld
have, if it were only one day, in which
to tell her how I loved her and to show
her my love in every possible way.
Every nusisterly word or act I had
ever been guilty of towards her seemed
to rise before me in all their hatefulness
and ngliness until I felt sure that God
was going to punish me by fever giv-
ing me an opportunity to atone for
them. And my misery was increased
by the haunting ides that she might
now be the worse for my refusing her
the sun umbrella,

“But He was more merciful than I
deserved—as He always is.  After a
few wretched days of doubt, word
came that Marian would get well.

“I fretted and pined soto see her
that at Jangth my mother allowed me
to go to the house where she had beg
taking care of-herall the wea
was ecarefully cantioned
guiet and to do ny ar,
but nobody seemed’to have remembered
to prepare me for the great change in
her appearsnce. I went into her half-
darkened room with & beating heart,
and, forgetting all caution, gave a little
ery of dismay as I first caught sight of
her.

“Could that.be my merry-faced little
sister? I conld not see a trace of her
1';1 the poor, little, thin face which

ngned toward me. All the pretty curls
wite gone, and her blue eyes looked
unnaturally large over the pale cheeks.
She held out a white bit of a hand to
me, but I rushed out of the room and
eried till I could ery no longer.

“They did not let me go back, buy
she was bronght home soon after that,

R

that I had learned my lesson well.”
“And did you never quarrel any
more?"' asked Ruth, as Aunt Emily
paused.
“Well, I suppose we did sometimes,

so far as to be able to taste the sweel-
ness which comes of seeking happiness
for others instead of for ourselves. 1
think we found that a bright smile,
a gentle word, a kindly act, and ajl the
other besutiful ontgrowths of a loving
spivit were better worth cultivating
than the crop of ugly weeds which
grows from the root of evil temper." —
N. Y. Observer.
g
LITTLE.
An Account of l.l-le_;i-mllﬂt Fall-Grown
Dog In the World.

Nearly two hundred ditterent kinds
of dogs! Think of it! And yet this is
not diffieult to believe; for, we have
water dogs, and watoh dogs, and sheep
dogs, and fighting dogs, and pet dogs,
and sledge dogs, and carringe dogs,
thick dogs and slender dogs, long.
legged and short-legged dogs; dogs for
killing rats, and dogs for killing wild
boars: dogs for use, and dogs for orna-
ment; dogs to care for us, and dogs for
us to eare for.

Then there is the little dog—the toy
dog, o it is called. The smallness to
which a dog can be reduced is remark-
able; and if the size of the very small-
est dog had not been officially record-
ed, no one could be blamed for doubt-
ing the facts concerning the little fel-
low.

“Tiny," a black-and-tan terrier, has
the honor of having been the smallest
full-grown dog that ever lived. He be-
longed to Lieutenant-General 8ir Archi-
bald Maclaine, of England, and in
honor of his extreme tinines= is now
carefully preserved under a glass case.

Tiny was less than four inches long,
and could comfortably curl up and
take & nap in a8 common glass tambler.
An ordinary finger-ring was large
enough for his collar; and when he sat
up, & baby's hand would almost have
made a broad and safe resting-place
for him.

Of course Tiny was of no accoun
against a rat. Indeed, a hearty, =
respecting mouse would have stoo
ground agninst the little fellow.
if Tiny had not strength, he
courage, and would bark i
his little lungs would let Mm
biggest rat that ever lived—when
rat was dead.

To tell the whole truth, Tiny was re-
markable and he was famous, but _he

| was not very happy. He could have

had almost anything he wished to eat,
but he had no appetite. He shivered
most of the time, even though he was
usually hidden In warm wraps. Of
course he caught cold casily, and then,
oh, dear! how pitifally he did sneeze! —
0. J. Russll, in 8. Nickolas.
—rc——————

—Pointed toes 1o shoes for the fem-

imine foot ure in favor still

to think sho was gone, and I had to”

and I had many days in which to nlmb

but we certainly did mend our ways




